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Below the illustration of the two hearts entwined within one, the card read, "You are the heart within my heart."

Abby lounged in her shorts and tank top on the window seat, wiggling her bare toes dry. It had rained that morning, a gentle rain, some would call a drizzle, the kind of rain in which she enjoyed running. The short wood bar with its sliding hooks attached to the top of the window's dark wood frame was there for hanging houseplants, but she wasn't that much into green or flowering plants. The hooks, though, were great for hanging wet sneakers. 

The window seat was the main reason she had chosen this apartment a few months ago. It reminded her of the one in her parents' San Diego condominium in the sunny state. Her mother had always wanted a wide window with a large seat, to lounge and enjoy reading, one of her pastimes, along with an occasional supporting role in a TV movie. She usually played the mother or older sister.

Although Abby's parents were retired, they continued to dabble in the Entertainment field. Dad still occasionally edited a script, when asked by a moviemaker who remembered him from his days at the better film studios. 

With all due admiration for her parents' roles in the entertainment industry, Abby herself had never felt any desire to follow in their footsteps. Growing up, what interested her most was watching the make-up artist preparing an actor or actress for their role. So much so, that as she grew into womanhood, she chose cosmetology as her main course of study, and now worked as an assistant cosmetologist in Manhattan. 

Financially, she did well. But not so well when it came to her love life. Not that she lacked beaus. She had no false modesty as to her looks. As the old song went, she was Lovely to Look at. Blessed with a canopy of brown wavy hair, silky to the touch, her oval face, wide hazel eyes that in the sunlight hinted at light green, as if in her case, nature hadn't quite decided, and tall, slim, curvaceous figure, she rarely failed to attract admirers. Those same admirers told her that she was beautiful inside and out, good natured, innately kind and giving, and fun to be with. Most didn't point out her one big flaw until a few months in her company — her preponderance to speak her mind, her ability not to feel embarrassed easily — outspoken, forward, with a wide smile that tended to give her a comical expression, detracting from her beauty and their continued pursual. 

Abby had been raised free-spirited, by parents who gave her the freedom, ability and reasons to like herself. As an Englishman she once dated phrased it, her unabashed forwardness and her bodacious free spirit. All qualities in her case that made it easy for others to trust her words, knowing she would never say one thing and mean another. But those same qualities predisposed her to expect the same in others, and trust them as easily, whereas most of her acquaintances found those qualities a hard act to follow. The young men attracted to her outward appearance, hated her free spirit, and the traits her parents admired and had encouraged in their daughter. 

Women snickered behind her back — they didn't dare make fun of her to her face, unless they welcomed a quick reprisal. No, don't fool with Abby! she'd heard them whisper. As a result, she had never been privy to a best friend, until Julie came into her life. The sweetest, most patient, honest, tolerant young woman Abby had ever known.

The terms unabashed forwardness and bodacious free spirit would never apply to Julie, a timid shy flower, desperately in need of a friend, and the love of the kind and gentle young boy in high school who she had never quite forgotten.

Abby had formerly lived in a midtown high rise, and from the day that Julie moved into the apartment opposite hers, the two had clicked as if their friendship had originated in heaven. Abby's outwardness complemented Julie's shyness. Julie, newly married, never ceased attributing her happy ending to Abby's interference in her love life. Small wonder that she was now trying her hand at matchmaking for Abby.

A lark, on a tree branch, in the garden outside the bay window, sang sweetly to a prospective mate close by. But the lady ignored the call, fluttered her wings and flew away. Abigail laughed. "Exactly, little lady," she scoffed. "Don't fall for that line. It's spring and romance is in the air." 

The lady lark who had ignored her suitor's melodious notes, settled on the branch of another tree. Her new perch did not escape the eye of the gentleman lark. Abby watched him as he left his perch and flew upward to settle a few inches from her. Again he began his melodious notes. Again the lady lark disdained his efforts and flew to another branch. Abby would have enjoyed continuing to watch the courtship, but if she intended keeping her date with Johnny, then she had to hurry and dress.

She glanced down once more at the card he'd sent her. "You are the heart within my heart." Inside, he'd signed, Your friend, ever faithful, John Sands.

Six months, and he still hadn't tired of her, or her insistence on their keeping their relationship platonic. A kiss here and there, a hug, flowers, at least the kind that didn't make her sneeze. Movies, picnics in the park, birthday parties. She liked that he didn't pressure her for more. It would make their parting easier, when he finally did tire of her. Be that as it may, she had to admit that John Sands appeared different from anyone she'd dated. And her repertoire would fill a black book.

"I'm no lily-white innocent," she told her reflection in the mirror above her low dresser. "But," she added, emphasizing the sweep of her brush through her hair to negate the image the remark evoked, "I'm not a hussy, or a loose woman. Neither am I a fool!" She threw the brush down on the bureau top. "I've loved and been dumped."

Jason's face reared into her thoughts. Oh, how she'd loved him. Believed all the lies, and trusted him totally. Those years in college with him as her sweetheart had been wonderful, straight out of a romance novel, until graduation day. She sensed something was wrong between them when he glanced at her a moment after they'd thrown their graduation caps triumphantly into the air. She caught the disdain in his eyes and realized what it stood for. He was free. And she was no longer necessary to ease boring or stressful moments between study and relaxation. 

He returned home with his parents to start his new life. "Goodbye, Good Luck."

When she had confronted him, demanding to know the why, his arrogance and pride, his narcissistic nature she had mistaken for emotional neediness, had all come forth, a deluge of the tediousness of their relationship. He'd paid his dues, he told her, borne with her unbearable jester's traits, her talkativeness, her outlandish style of dress, her stubbornness, her embarrassing forwardness. But college was over and he was free to pursue his dreams without any woman's clawing hold.

"Why didn't you say these things to me before? I would have done everything in my power to change, to keep your love."

"Exactly
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